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LOVE NOT LOVE 

LUST NOT LUST 

1. Beauty Wild 

and Curious 9:03 

2. Sex Wind Dream 6:05 

3. Soul Kiss 8:02 

4. Cinderella’s Sister 5:05 

5. You’re in Love 5:30 

6. Around You 4:17 

7. Waitin’ for Ya Baby 3:13 

8. From Her Story 19:46 

Total Time 61:03 

All compositions by Kitty Brazelton 

published by Snicim Vinahel (ASCAP). 

Musical quotes in "Soul Kiss" 

deemed to constitute fair use. 
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BEAUTY WILD 
AND CURIOUS 

got something to tell you 
but I'm lost inside the words 
must be pearls of wisdom 
'cause I'm a fool in this perfect 
world 

thing of beauty wild and curious 
who may yet survive the night 
I am far too weak for wondering 
if your living heart could love 
me right 

cocaine is wasabi 
but wine is the thought of love 
needing calls the needle 
and letter A hides in the blood 

thing of beauty wild and curious 
who may yet survive the night 
I am far too weak for wondering 
if your living heart could love 
me right 

father mother 
whoever made this 
template of 
desire 

m own my own 
but forgive my daughter 
this legacy 
of fire 

thing of beauty wild and curious 
who may yet survive the night 
I am far too weak for wondering 
if your living heart could love 
me right 

SEX WIND DREAM 

I can't stop dreamin' 
little girl I'm so fuH of big 
buddings and 
strangers and wishes 

wanna have a home but the 
wind sees through me 

sex, wind, flood of yearning 
there is no island continent 
safe from the weather of my soul 

seven years ago I crawled up 
your shore 
rescued from a sea of desire 
I got fat in the lee of your srmle 

but tornados stiH pass through 
Wichita 

how can I be your mother? 
how can I be your wife? 
when I am so imperfect 

that the wind sees through me 

the wind sees right through me 

sex, wind, flood of yearning 
there is no island continent 
safe from the weather of my soul 

thought I was done with tragedy 
only sang about the past 
mending and perfecting the 
sails of my youth , 

but the wind is singing, right 
now 

sex, wind, flood of yearning 
there is no island continent 
safe from the weather of my soul 

SOUL KISS 

hey hey hey 
baby you don't have to stay 
baby I don't have to have you 
that way 

it's o k 
baby sex is aU it is 
and baby I don't have to have 

you that way 

aH I wanted to do 
was to see your face in my mind 

and baby I don't have to touch 

you 
to know I'm gonna kiss your 

soul tonight 

I'm not play¬ 
in' with you 
I am sin-cere 

when I say I don't need 
nothin' from you 
baby I don't need nothin' 

keep your faith 
baby you don't 
have to say you love me 

just the fact that 
you're here with me 
is all you have to say 

CINDERELLA’S SISTER 

cuz 
aU I wanted to do 
was to see your face in my mind 
and baby I don't have to touch 
you 
to know I'm gonna kiss your 
soul tonight 

(if you stay 
I'm afraid I may 
consume you 

if we touch 

I cannot promise not to 
burn you) 

aU I wanted to do 
was to see your face in my mind 

and baby I don't have to touch 
you 

to know I'm gonna kiss your 
soul tonight 

hey hey little schoolgirl 
can I come home with you? 
teU your momma n your poppa 
I'm a little schoolboy too. 

I said, "my my" Uke a spider to a 
fly. 

you don't have to feel sorry 
anymore 
you don't have to find love in the 
shadows of your taU exceUence 
you don't have to be lonely 
anymore 
you don't have to keep secret 
the poems of your bright-as- 

day existence 

it's for you 

to come forward 
you can have love (or anything 

you want) 
it's for you 
this whole city 
you can have love (or anything 

you want) 
(it's for you) 

you don't have to be rescued 

anymore 
you don't have to kneel down 
like a victim to the religion of 
revenge 
you don't have to pretend 

anymore 
you don't have to prove your 
goodness to the 4 walls & the 
door 

it's for you 
to come forward 
you can have love (or anything 

you want) 
it's for you 
this whole cent'ry 
you can have love (or anything 
you want) 
(it's for you) 

Cinderella's sister 

don't cut off your toe 
be glad that shoe don't fit you 
let the prince thing go 

it's for you 
to come out now 
you can have love (or anything 
you want) 

it's for you 
this whole universe 
you can have love (or anything 
you want) 

(it's for you) 



YOU’RE IN LOVE 

why do you lie 
and hide like a spider 
inside your eyes? 

why do you spy 
on yourself through the windows 
of a milLion-story hi-rise? 

you're in love 
and you don't know why 

why do you try 
to erase aH the traces 
of the mess you're in? 

why do you fight 
at the moment of stiUness 

when the sentence ends? 

you're in love 
and you don't know why 

AROUNDYOU 

day after day 
tho' 1 try to walk away 
I keep seein' you 
around 
I keep wantin' to touch you 
I keep wantin' to kiss you 
wantin' you to stay 
just another tiay minute 
just another tiny second 
just another tiny—^tiny— 
'til I wrap my arms 

around 
you 
around you 

you 
around you 
you you you... 

year after year 
tho' you're always 

right here... 

you 
around you 
you 
around you 

you you you... 

WAITIN’ FOR YA BABY 

waitin' for ya baby 
waitin' for ya baby 
hke a fox waits for a hen 
like a woman waits for a man 

waitin' for ya baby 
waitin' for ya baby 
like the moon waits for the sun 
sure as the circle I am you will 

come 

waitin' for ya baby 
waitin' for ya baby 
like the mountain waits for the 

sea 
you don't know but you're 
waitin' for me 

like a fox I will eat you 
like the moon 1 will fiU my 
curves with your light 

like a mountain 1 will reach you 

with the fingers of my rivers 1 
wOl touch you tonight 

waitin' for ya baby 

waitin' for ya baby 
waitin' for ya baby 
waitin' for ya baby! 

FROM HER STORY 

I. BORN 

II. MADRIGAL 

III. IS THIS THE WAY? 

is this the way to your house? 
is this the way to your house? 

can I walk up the stairs? 
are we half-way there? 

can I follow you 
all the way? 
can I follow you 
aU the way? 

wOl you stick me in a dungeon? 
an I can't come out 
tell me there's no earth or sky 

leave me no doubt? 

can I follow you 
all the way? 
can I foUow you 
all the way? 

show me the pinpoint stars 
and the meanings of myths 
meet me in heaven 
after we're through with all this 

can I foUow you 
all the way? 
can I foUow you 
aU the way? 

is this the way to your house? 
is this the way to your house? 

IV BASS LANDSCAPE 
(6 chords) 

VWHO CAN I RUN TO? 

who can I nm to? 
who can I teU my story to? 

why don't they Usten? 
why don't they want to hear the 
truth? 

VI. GUITAR LANDSCAPE 
(12 chords) 

VII. BLOOD 

blood on the pavement 
blood in my eyes 
I see blood drivin' you lover 
drivin' blind 

light in the distance 
light in my mind 
if I thought I could reach you 
lover 
I would shine 

your way 

shine your 
shine your way 
shine your way in darkest dark 
and you would fmaUy find your 

way 

pain, I'm gonna leave you 
I'm leavin' you behind 
my own little baby she's callin' 

me now 
she's callin' me to shine 

and I wiU shine her way 
shine her 

shine her way 
shine her way in darkest dark 
and I wiU fmaUy find my way 

aU rights reserved © 1999 
Catherine B. Brazelton 
& SnicimVinahel (ASCAP) 
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In 1990 I wanted to explore horns, so I put this 
experimental orchestra together never expecting it 
to last past one gig. I named it DADADAH after the 
sound of a horn fanfare, my great-grandmother 
Adelaide Savage Bowles (we called her Dadah) and 
my favorite sculptor Jean Arp (Dada-ist), 

I had suspended my straightahead guitar-rock 
quartet Hide The Bhbies. Working with a 
combination of harp, cello, bass and drums again 
was like coming home to my band Musica Orbis in 
the ’70s. I also returned to an idea I had then: that I 
could sing a song about my life and illustrate it by 
exploding the song’s form with instrumental 

reactions. 

My free feeling for such musical cinema had come 
a band earlier - with acid-rock Phaedra which had 
played the Fillmore East and opened for the Velvet 
Underground when I joined in 1970. Phaedra 

rehearsals consisted of playing one song for hours, 
embellishing on it, following wherever it went. I 

began to see bands as sculpture in time and 
personality Even before that, in my very first band 
Battleship (two flutes and two folk guitars, inspired 
by the music of John Coltrane) I’d become addicted 
to the thrill of making the music do what I felt as I 

was feeling it. 

Love Not Love Lust Not Lust evolved gradually. The 
story is written in the internal dynamics you hear, 
one more chapter in my fascination with bands and 
composing for what goes on between band 
members. Harpist Elizabeth Panzer and trombonist 

Chris Washburne helped me start DADADAH. 

Both are strong proponents of new composed 
music, Chris being a composer himself and a 
leading player in the Latin jazz arena. Guitarist Hui 
Cox came to the group in the midst of our first CD 
Rise Up! after we met in a composers, music theater 
workshop. Roland S. Wilson played bass with me 
faithfully for several years until he became too 
successful a financier - at which point Jeff Song and 
Keith Lambeth stepped in to help. French hornist 
Lydia Van Dreel was recommended by Chris’s 
improv professor, composer Joan Wildman. Joan 

and the Madison Music Collective invited 
DADADAH to the Midwest in the fall of ’95 where we 
played and fell in love with Joan’s friends drummer 
Dane Richeson and cellist Matt Turner. When it was 
time to record, we invited them East. I was looking 

for a sax player when my ex-boyfriend composer 
Phillip Johnston said he’d tike to record my music. 

The words are about what I’ve always sung about - 

my life - how I’m living it. 
But the band and what the players play tell as much 
as the words - about how we all are living it, going 
after it, in love with it, in lust with it - just can’t live 

without - the music. 

Kitty Brazelton 

New York City 
1999 
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